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winked? There had been, he knew, tales enough around
London about him and the way the Czar and his minis-
ters were supposed to be throwing dust in his eyes.
And the Barbarov episode would strengthen that belief,
if any held it. It fitted in with the rest, that story about
the Princess. . . . Well, let them say what they
pleased.

He sauntered over to the pianoforte.

"Hello, Anne!"he said.

She regarded him with cool friendliness.

" Glad to be back in your old haunts, Lord Norton? "

"Yes.    It's good to be back again."

She had stopped playing. " I saw you talking to Lady
Hemingby," she said. "You two have always been
great friends, haven't you?"

He laughed. "I suppose so. How did you know?"

" Georgiana. Morval told her, I expect."

"Morval? Yes, of course. I sometimes forget I'm a
kinsman by marriage of yours, Anne."

" Nothing disgraceful in that, is there? "

"No, of course not. . . . What's Morval doing now?"

" Oh, he's a Whig now. I suppose you heard."

" Yes, Lady Sheen sent me all the news while I was
away."

" My aunt writes good letters."

He was silent for a moment. "They were the con-
solation of my exile," he said, at length.

Her eyes, that were not beautiful but were full of
quiet intelligence, met his own for an instant. They said,
as plainly as possible: " My aunt's letters were not the
only consolation of your exile." He was conscious of the
criticism and glanced away. Anne Caversham had al-
ways been so damned superior and clever, even as quite
a little girl. Nothing had ever surprised her, nobody